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Summer of 1980, somewhere in the USA 

Sav turned on the water in the shower, then went back to the bathroom door again to make sure it was 
safely locked. Then he sat down on the toilet seat and rummaged in his duffel bag. What he was looking for 
was stuffed down all the way at the bottom, still wrapped in its plastic bag from the drugstore he'd sneaked 
off to a few days ago. 

He reached inside the bag and pulled out a cardboard box. 


The label read: "Sikysmooth - Hair Removal Cream - Sensitive Formula" in curved light blue letters. 


His hands were already sweating a little. Holy heavens, what had gotten into him? 
"Arms, legs, bikini line" said the finer print underneath in italics. 
Bikini line. Oh god.. 


He felt how he blushed, although he was alone in the bathroom. Joe was lying on his bed in the room they 
shared, still mesmerized by the abundance of American TV channels even after their fifth week in the USA. 


After several consecutive nights in the tour bus, a night in a hotel room, as low budget as it might be, was a 
luxury: a bathroom instead of a stinking community shower, and two regular, halfway fresh-smelling beds 
instead of the coffin-like bunks in the bus. 

On top of that, a separate room only for themselves had other advantages. 

When their tour manager had asked who was going to room with whom and Joe had chosen him almost before 
the question was finished, Sav had felt his adrenaline glands shoot their entire contents through his body in 
record time. 

But where was he? 


Bikini line. Right.. 


He opened the box and took out a tube, a small plastic spatula and a leaflet with the usage instructions and 


glanced over the text. 

Allergies... skin irritations.. blahblahblah.." He quickly skipped over these passages, trying to ignore the images 
they evoked. On the other side of the wall, Joe laughed heartily. Hopefully, Sav wouldn't hear that same 
laughter when Joe discovered his handiwork. 

"Application time 5-10 minutes, depending on the hair texture." 


He eyed his already unclad pubic region. Jen minutes - yep, definitely. 


Considering that Joe would find it odd if he kept the water running for almost a quarter-hour, he stood up and 
turned it off. 


He unscrewed the cap of the tube and squeezed the yellowish cream on his index finger. Immediately he 
noticed an intensive stench, like tar or burned rubber or both combined. He scrunched his nose up but 


nevertheless quickly smeared the paste on his lower abdomen 


Better to focus on the purpose of his undertaking instead of the procedure itself. 


Joe. 

Joe's mouth, more precisely. On him, down there. 

An electric spark shot through his crotch at the thought. 

Of course he couldn't be sure whether his plan would work out. It was all wishful thinking at this stage. 


Two weeks ago, in the early morning hours at a party, they had kissed for the first time. Not even five 
minutes later, they'd jacked each other off in a garden hut. And ever since then, everything seemed to be 


reduced to tunnel vision. He was horny, horny, horny. Constantly. 


Luckily, Joe felt the same way. So recently, their main goal had been to find opportunities to take care of that 


mutual urge. 


A week later, in a stuffy bathroom stall, Sav's subconscious had decided it was time to spice things up a bit. 
They hadn't even drunk that much, but Sav had felt as if he was intoxicated when he had dropped on his knees 
and let his instincts lead the way. It hadn't actually been what most people would call pleasant. Joe had been 
sweaty and smelly from wearing the same plastic pants for almost a week, and it had been rather arduous to 
take Joe's enormous dick in his mouth while figuring out how to suck, breathe, swallow and not choke 
simultaneously. But god, did it feel amazing! Never before in his life had he experienced such a strong emotion 
He felt dirty in such a satisfyingly saucy way, and powerful, contrary to the fact that he was the one on his 


knees. 


Most of all he had enjoyed the moment when Joe's eyes had gone wide when he'd realized what Sav was about 
to do, and the half minute his bandmate had been unable to breathe or move before he let his head fall back 


against the wall, 


It hadn't bothered him that he'd had Joe's pubic hair right in front of his face, some hairs tickling his nose or 
brushing his lips, and he hadn't spared a thought to that matter. All he'd focused on was taking Joe to the top, 
and the rapture that this act caused in him. 


He also wouldn't have spared a thought about what to do when Joe had actually reached said top if Joe hadn't 


frantically wriggled away from him, pulling his cock out of Sav's mouth. 


"Jeez, mate! | almost woulda." He hadn't finished the sentence, but he'd finished something else. All over the 
bathroom wall right next to Sav's head. 


They hadn't been able to talk about it afterwards since they'd soon been shooed into the bus again by the 
road crew. Which also meant that Sav was left to his own devices with his built-up "energy". The following 


morning, he'd run out of tissues. 


What drove him almost just as crazy as his restless libido was the uncertainty. Had he thrown his friendship 


with Joe out the window? Did Joe still respect him after what he'd done? 


Sav carefully inspected the off-white creamy hillscape he'd created on his private parts, always wary not to 
get any of the product near the most delicate skin on the head of his penis. He bent awkwardly to check if 
he'd also covered the hairs behind his balls. 


Then he stood up with his legs spread far apart and washed his hands at the sink. The humor that this stance 
resembled the way he stood on stage did not escape him and he chuckled to himself. 


Now all he could do was wait. He looked at his reflection in the mirror and shook his head. 
"What the hell are you doing to me, doe?" 


It was a rhetorical question. Sav had enjoyed everything that had happened in the recent weeks and was eager 
for more. Just how much "more" exactly it was going to be he couldn't specify at this moment, but somehow 


he knew that whatever Joe would suggest, he'd at least try. 
Now it had been him who'd offered the latest "new" thing: 
He'd sucked Joe's dick. 


A frisson of excitement went through him merely from saying the words in his head. And all he could think 
about almost twenty-four hours per day lately was what it would feel like if Joe did the same to him. 


His mind went blank when he tried to imagine if Joe would agree to it, though. Joe was simply so blokeish in 
everything he did! He was used to being the one in command, although nothing in the band ever happened 
without mutal agreement. The image of Joe on his knees felt against nature somehow. But basically, Sav didn't 
want the switch because he wanted to establish a balance of power. All he wanted was to explore each and 
every method to experience sexual pleasure with the b.. man he just couldn't get enough of lately. And he 


hoped with every fibre of his being that the feeling was mutual. 


A couple of days ago he had witnessed a conversation between Joe and one of their crew members. A not 
very gentleman-like late-night/early-morning, alcohol-induced, man-to-man conversation. The other man had 
elaborated in vivid detail a tryst with some girl to everyone in the room, whether they wanted to hear it or 
not. The vulgar tale reached its peak with the description of the poor girl's abundance of hair - not the hair 
on her head. 


The story was brought to an end by exclamations of disgust from almost everybody in the room at that 
point. But somehow it caused a chain-reaction in Sav's head. When the chain had reached its end, he'd found 
himself in front of a drugstore shelf full of shaving and depilation products, glancing nervously to his left and 
his right to make sure nobody was watching him. If getting rid of the scrub increased his chances for more 


fun in Joe-land, then so be it. 


"What the hell are ya doin’ in there for so long? You're pretty enough!" 
‘lm... shaving," Sav answered, actually not that far from the truth. 
"Your arse or what?" 


Sav blushed deep red and took a look at the door to check if the keyhole might be wide enough for Joe to see 


him. 

"Oh, shut it!" 

"You don't have to hide when you wanna rub one out, just sayin.” 

"Why don't you yell a little louder to make sure that everybody in the entire hotel can hear ya?" 


Joe didn't reply further. It seemed as if he'd become aware of how paper thin the walls were. Nevertheless, 


the underlying confirmation that Joe was still interested in "doing things" was a relief. 


Sav checked his watch on the edge of the sink. Gradually his skin began to itch. He picked up the little spatula 
and scraped tentatively in the area where he'd started to apply the depilation cream. The plastic slid through 
the substance and left an inch of baby smooth skin behind. Wow! Sav grinned like a kid who'd just lifted his 


sand mold and found a perfect sand pie under it. 


He scraped a little more and decided that the chemicals had done their job sufficiently. He made a mental note 
to stock up on that miraculous stuff before they went back home. 


He put one foot into the shower, then stopped. What if the shower drain got clogged from all the hair? 
Memories of his father threatening to "shave everybody bald in this darn family!" when taking care of an 
obstructed pipe came up in his mind. Moreover, Joe hadn't used the shower yet, so it would ruin the surprise 


when he had to explain the mess. 


Plan B: the toilet. As a former member of a football team and current member of a rock band he'd done his 
fair share of embarrassing things despite his young age, but squatting over a toilet bowl like a frog while 
dropping clots of hair clumped together with what looked like whipped cream gone bad definitely ranked in the 
top five. 


He startled like he'd got an electric shock when someone knocked on the door. Not the bathroom door, but the 
door to their room which was right next to it. It was Steve, asking if they'd want to join them in one of the 
crew members’ rooms to indulge in whichever alcoholic beverages they had purchased at the liquor store 
around the corner. Joe declined, explaining that he'd prefer to take a shower first and announced that they'd 
perhaps come by later on. Through the thin door, it sounded as if Steve and Joe were standing right next to 


him, and Sav noticed how he got goosebumps on his arms. 


The door was closed and Sav flushed the toilet several times to get rid of the sludge. 
"You okay in there? Are you sick?" 


Sav figured that this wasn't the time for a bold retort if he didn't want to disgruntle Joe too much, 


considering what he had in mind for later on. 
"No, I'm not. Ten minutes, okay?" 
Joe grunted an affirmative and Sav heard him flop down on the bed again. 


Never before had he been so quick in the shower, although he paid a lot of attention to get rid of each and 
every remnant of the depilation cream. When he stepped out of the shower and toweled himself dry, he 
paused for a moment to admire the new appearance of his lower body. He ran his fingertips over the hairless 
surface and shivered. "Silkysmooth" - the product definitely lived up to its name. Not a single hair, no stubble, 
just satiny skin 


Would Joe like it? Or find it ridiculous? Except for their usual playful banter, Joe had never said anything 
insulting to him before. One of the reasons they got along so well was that there seemed to be an unwavering 
mutual respect. Hopefully said respect would withstand this crazy idea.. 


He checked three times to make sure he'd erased all traces and disposed of all utensils, then slipped on his 


sport shorts and left the bathroom. 


Joe looked up from where he sprawled on the bed, then he smiled at Sav and fixed him with that bloody laser 


beam gaze. Sav felt his cheeks grow warm, and it wasn't from the midsummer heat. 
"Finished?" 
"Yeah, bathroom's all yours now." 


Sav tried to sound nonchalant, but he knew that Joe already had a hunch that there was something going on. 
The lanky singer jumped up and strutted into the bathroom, blatantly checking out Sav from head to toe with 
a cheeky grin until he went through the door. 


"Ewww! What the hell did you do in here? Burn tyres?" 


"Uhm... there.. seems to be something wrong with the drain. | think the smell comes from there,” Sav half-lied 


agai n. 


As soon as Joe had closed the door, Sav pulled at the elastic of his shorts and tried to sniff. OF course he 
couldn't bend enough to get his nose close enough to the skin. Oh no, what if he TASTED like that chemical 
stuff? He hadn't considered that at all in the first place. But there wasn't much he could do about it anymore. 


He hoped that maybe it would wear off in the next half hour. 


Sav sat down on Joe's bed and grabbed the remote to mute the sound of the television. The overdubbed 
audience laughter of a comedy programme annoyed him somehow. The remote almost slipped from his grasp 
because his hands were so sweaty. It was warm in the room, but not in an unpleasant way. That's why he had 
opted for only toweling his hair instead of using the hair dryer. No, the sweaty hands solely resulted from his 


nervousness. 


Joe hummed a medley of his favorite songs while he was apparently lathering his body with shower gel, judging 
by the wet, slithery sound that could be clearly heard through the door. The mental image of naked Joe in the 
shower made his cock twitch with interest. For a moment he considered joining Joe in the shower, but 
discarded the idea because there simply wasn't enough room for the two of them in it. So he just sighed and 
let himself fall back flat onto the bed. 


Well, not entirely flat. 

His cock withstood gravity very successfully by that time. 

And it was way beyond the point of trying to will it down with mental images of Margaret Thatcher. Sav 
closed his eyes and slid his hand into his shorts. Only to do some "rearranging", of course, in order to lessen 
the pressure of the fabric. 

He let out a small groan when his fingers moved over the smooth skin, first of his lower abdomen, then his 
balls. + was so much more sensitive this way. He just couldn't stop examining the freshly hair-free areas, 
which he seemed to become really aware of only now. Back in the bathroom, he'd been in such a rush that he 
hadn't appreciated the actual feeling at all. His left hand joined the right one to be able to touch and stroke as 


much as possible at the same time. 


If touching himself with his own hands already felt so incredibly good, what would it even be like when Joe 
touched him, and not only with his hands, but his lips, his tongue.. A louder moan escaped him. 


"Starting without me?" 


Sav yanked his hands out of his shorts and sat up so rapidly that it was almost comical. The colour of his 
cheeks took on a deep dark pink. 


"Damn! | didn't hear you coming." 
"How could you with all the noise you were making?" 
Joe stood in the doorframe of the bathroom with one towel around his waist, another one in his hands, 


rubbing his hair dry and grinning from ear to ear. It wasn't glee in his gaze though, but rather pleasant 


anticipation. Sav rolled his eyes, mostly at his own overeagerness, and smiled back. He relaxed a little and leaned 


back on his elbows, his half-hard dick still bulging his shorts. 


Joe threw the wet towel aside and approached Sav with the other towel dangerously loose around his narrow 


hips. 


"Ie been hoping to get to see this in the course of this night, given that we've got a room to ourselves, but | 
wasn't expecting to see it so soon," Joe teased with a nod to Sav's boner and sat down beside him, sliding the 


back of his hand down Sav's arm. 
"God, you'll never let me live that down, will ya?" 
‘lm sorry, | can't blame you after all. I'd touch myself all the time if | were you," 


Joe chuckled, and Sav blushed even more from these saucy words of praise. He felt his heartbeat in his 

throat all of a sudden. Never before had he been so excited in his entire life. Their previous make-out sessions 
had all happened in a rush, fuelled by adrenaline and booze. This was completely different. Although they hadn't 
been abstinent from alcohol for a considerable amount of time before this moment, Sav felt stone-cold sober. 


Should they pay the others a visit to get some liquid courage first? 
Joe declined the unspoken offer by bringing their lips together without another word. 
He'd brushed his teeth. 


"Wow.. did he do it for me?" 


Sav felt flattered by that fact in a way. Their hands began to explore each other's backs as they sank down 
on the mattress without breaking the kiss. They scooted closer together until their chests touched, both 
exhaling sharply at the sensation of so much skin on skin. Kissing each other was something they'd become 
somewhat familiar with by now and had almost established a certain choreography to go by. Nevertheless, it 


still managed to make their temperatures rise rapidly. 


Sav also knew by now that Joe never closed his eyes when they were kissing. He did his best to follow suit, 
even if the motivation was mainly one-upmanship, but sometimes it was just impossible. Especially today, when 
they both took their sweet time. They wouldn't have another night at a hotel for almost a week, and Joe was 
obviously planning to make the most of it just like Sav was. 


Within a split second, Joe suddenly flipped them around and Sav found himself on his back with Joe hovering a 
few inches over him, propped up on his elbows. They broke the kiss for a moment and Joe grinned at him 
mischievously, then he wiggled his knees between Sav's thighs, one after the other, and lowered himself to lie 
down on Sav. Not surprisingly, their - still clad - semi-erections were the first parts that touched. Joe let out 
a subdued grunt at the sensation and Sav gasped briefly. All this warm, just slightly sweaty, naked skin of 
their arms and chests rubbing together was something they hadn't experienced before, since their previous 


"romantic" adventures had always happened partially clothed due to the circumstances. 


Sav writhed to increase the friction, as if it made it easier for him to believe that this was actually happening. 


Then Joe began to grind his hips experimentally. Was the towel still in place? Sav couldn't look down because he 
was unable to take his eyes off Joe's. 


What did Joe have in mind? Or was he just following his instincts? Maybe he was only poking about in the fog. 
Poking.. yeah, literally. Was Joe suggesting.. tha? It wasn't that the thought hadn't crossed Sav's mind, but he 


hadn't been able to reach a conclusion yet whether he could imagine it. 

"So?" Joe interrupted Sav's musings, his hips keeping a slow rhythm. 

"Huh?" Sav asked back, unable to articulate anything more sophisticated. 

"What are we gonna do?" Joe specified before he lowered his head to place a row of kisses on Sav's neck. 


The pressure was slowly getting to be almost too much to bear and for a moment Sav wondered if they 
should just keep rubbing their crotches together and get it over with for now. He was pretty sure that 


neither he nor Joe would have a problem with getting it up again in no time. 
But - no! He had a plan and he was going to stick with it! 


"You know.. uh." he managed to phrase between breathless moans with his head thrown back. "There's actually 


something | have in mind." 


Albeit reluctantly, Sav wriggled out from under Joe and sat up, which brought Joe's face in the proximity of 
where he wanted it to be. Joe looked up at him and grinned expectantly like a kid at a birthday party. Would he 


still grin if he knew what Sav was about to suggest? 


"Remember what | did to you last week in that bathroom after the show?" He felt his heartbeat even in his 


nose by now. 


"How could | forget that?" Joe briefly dropped his gaze in an uncharacteristically bashful manner. "It was 
fantastic." 


A hint of pride joined the multitude of emotions that whirled around in Sav's heart. Although it had been 
pretty obvious from the physical reaction that Joe clearly didn't dislike what Sav had been doing to him, it was 


pleasant to hear him confirm it with words. 


"And.. would you.. uhm.. return the favour?" He felt like he'd just jumped off a cliff. His whole body tensed in 
anticipation of the impact. Or Joe's laughing fit. But it didn't come. All that came was a long, long pause, during 
which both boys stared holes into the fugly patterned bedspread. Sav felt a drop of sweat trickle down his 


chest in slow motion. 


Then Joe swallowed hard and replied, "Guess | owe you, huh?" 


It wasn't the kind of rapturous answer he'd wished for - although Sav wasn't exactly sure what he'd expected 
Joe to say - but he let out a small sigh of relief and smiled. 


Joe grinned back. That grin that made everything else in the world completely irrelevant. 


But then he conceded, a little less self-confident, "Don't expect me to do it as good as you did. I've never done 


that before in my life.” 
"| haven't either!" Sav exclaimed, a little outraged by the implicit reverse of this statement. 
"Really?" 


"You're the only bloke I've ever.. done stuff with." Sav pouted a little, although he wasn't entirely sure why. An 
awkward pause ensued, until Joe made an attempt to take up the thread by placing his palm on Sav's knee. 
Experimentally, he moved it further upward, stroking the fine, wiry hairs on Sav's muscular thigh, until he 


reached the hem of Sav's still slightly tented sports shorts. 


"So.. you might wanna take these off, huh?" Joe suggested, still in a rather lighthearted manner. Sav had a 


suspicion that he was just trying to cover his nervousness. 


‘Or you could help me do it” Sav fluttered his lashes invitingly, and they both chuckled. He was relieved that 
they had dropped the risky subject and gotten back to “taking action’. He hadn't exactly envisioned the moment 
of taking his shorts off - in the bathroom, his mind had fast-forwarded to the unclothed scenes. But Joe 
volunteered to fill that gap in the script. He sat up - how on earth could that towel still be there? - got on 
his knees on the floor in front of Sav, and positioned himself between Sav's legs. 


He'd been in this situation with girls before, but none of these encounters could compare with the high tension 


of this moment. 


Only now Sav became aware of Joe's flushed cheeks and the sheen of sweat on his face. Some of his dark 
curls were sticking to his temples, although they had hardly done anything until now. Their team captain in 
such a flustered state was a rare sight. Nevertheless, Joe still liked to take the reins. He hooked his fingers 
under the elastic of Sav's shorts and pulled them down carefully, while Sav lifted his hips to help. Both men 
stared down like they were hypnotized as inch by inch was freed of clothing. 


Sav could tell exactly when realization hit Joe from the way his eyes suddenly went wide. Well, at least as wide 


as Joe's narrow eyes could go. 


"What have you.. whoa!" 


Despite his bedazzled state, Joe continued to pull Sav's shorts all the way down and threw them over his 
shoulder across the room. Immediately he grazed his fingertips over the skin of Sav's lower abdomen, right 
next to Sav's semi-erect dick, which bounced upwards eagerly. Joe used both hands now and drew circular 


patterns on Sav's skin. 


"How did you do this? It's incredibly soft! Joe exclaimed in pure child-like astonishment. His fingers inched 


further down until they touched Sav's balls so lightly as if they were made of fragile glass. 


Sav let out a low moan as a result of the sweet pain that was building up inside him. Although Joe hadn't even 
touched his penis yet, it stood up proud, full and perfectly vertical by now. A bead of precum trickled down 
from the head, and Joe stared at it like he was hypnotised. 


"Can | explain that later? Joe, l'm.. uh.." All of a sudden Sav had trouble forming a coherent sentence. 


Oh shit, we should have done this quick and dirty backstage or in a car or where ever. The more he ruminates 


about it, the more Ikely it is that he's going to duck out 


Joe's typically rosy cheeks had turned as pale as a November sky in Sheffield in the meantime. It seemed as if 
it dawned on him only now what he was supposed to do. He inhaled deeply and exhaled for twice as long. The 


whiff of air on his dick sent another shiver of excitement through Sav. 
Then Joe parted his lips, licked them, and lowered his head. 
He didn't keep eye contact, but rather had the facial expression of someone who's about to defuse a bomb. 


Sav was far from feeling self-conscious by now. Although his completely hairless crotch made him feel more 
naked and exposed than ever before, it was also a thrill he'd never experienced. He felt brave and bold and.. 


sexy. And he realized how much he enjoyed feeling sexy in Joe's presence lately. 


When Joe gave the top of Sav's cock a kitten lick before wrapping his lips around it, Sav knew that he'd never 
be able to watch Joe eat an ice-cream cone again in his entire life. He also knew that he better not move or 
make a sound to jeopardize this moment of bliss, so he just clawed his fingers deeper and deeper into the 
mattress on the left and right sides of his hips. As Joe's lips slipped down to the root, he could feel the saliva 
pooling in the singer's mouth. It seemed to take Joe a moment to figure out how to swallow it without letting 
go, but when he finally did, he also seemed to remember it might be a good idea to build up a vaccuum, which 
he immediately did - with great vigour. 


Sav couldn't stop an entranced "Oh yeah.." from escaping his mouth, and Joe answered by accelerating the 
pace. Whether he did it to get it over with as quickly as possible or because he was getting into it - Sav 
couldn't have cared less at this very moment. Everything was reduced to tunnel vision and the joys that his 


nerve endings provided. 


Fuck, it was really happening. 


It wasn't easy for Sav to keep his eyes open, because a natural reflex demanded them roll back and his lids to 
fall shut. But damned if he didn't save this scene in his long-term memory until his dying day! All the previous 
blowjobs he'd received in his life until now - by girls - had taken place in the dark, whereas the muted TV and 
one of the bedside lamps provided sufficient lighting for Sav to observe every little detail right now: the gloss 
of Joe's saliva on his cock as it slipped in and out of his mouth at a steady rhythm, the slender fingers of 

Joe's left hand curled around the base, the others fondling his balls and the skin all around them, as if he'd 

have to assure himself that what he had seen was true. Joe's eyes were still firmly shut though, as much as 
Sav wished that Joe would look up to him just a for a split second. But that was for another time - hopefully. 


The delightful torment of his balls contracting put an end to his musings, and he realized he hadn't thought 
that moment through beforehand either. Joe, however, obviously had, as his right hand shot to Sav's hipbone 
and held him down What? Didn't he know what was coming? Or who, in this case? 


Joe seemed determined not to let go, which meant that Sav was about to come.. In. Joe's. Mouth. 


They weren't in California, but he was sure the bed was shaken by an earthquake when his orgasm hit him. 
Joe told him later that he'd cried out so loud that he was surprised that nobody showed up at their door. Sav 
didn't remember the screaming. All he could remember was the heat rushing through his body, the ecstatic 
high and the relief - and somewhere in the background, overlaid by all the rapture, some slurping, snorting and 


coughing noises.. 


Sav mumbled a weak "sorry", but Joe seemed to have recovered quickly. He was still kneeling on the floor in 
front of the bed. Impatiently, he yanked the towel from his hips and sat back on his heels. Sav could only see 
Joe from the chest up from where he sat on the bed, but the quick jerking motion of his arm left no doubt 
about what he was doing. 


His face was flushed and sweaty, his mouth open, and he stared at Sav's lower body with dark, entranced eyes. 
"Do you have a fucking clue how hot you look?" 


Despite his zoned out state, Sav smiled coyly over these words of praise. He was propped on one elbow and 


fingered his softened, sensitive cock lazily, when a new idea crossed his mind. 
"Come on, stand up! | wanna see you." 


Joe just smirked as an answer, obviously at a loss for words over his friend's recent brazenness, but 
nevertheless very fond of it. He pushed himself up from his kneeling position without using his hands, which 


were still very occupied. 


A switch had been flipped between them. Much more tonight than on the night they'd kissed. That kiss, and 
even the hurried mutual handjob soon afterwards, had still had something chaste and innocent. They'd tiptoed 
from one wordless "Would you like to do this?" to the next. 


Tonight, it seemed as if both of them could hardly wait to find out what else they could try, and they didn't 


have to worry anymore if the other was okay with it or not. 


Sav felt absolutely no inhibitions anymore, and obviously neither did Joe, the way he was standing in front of 
the bed between Sav's knees, stark naked and pumping his cock as if it was the last time he'd ever get to do 
it. He stood bolt upright with his angular, broad shoulders and his chest pushed forward, which always made 
his ribs stand out in an odd way. He looked confident and vigorous, just like he looked on stage. Sav's cock 
signaled its approval with a twitch, and Sav kept playing with it, still enjoying the newfound blissful sensation of 


the hairless skin around it. 

Joe observed Sav's explorations with interest. 

"Oh my god, keep doing that.” 

His left hand cupped his balls while the right one was working at lightspeed. He let out a few inarticulate grunts 
and curses before he came with a whimpering sound. Sav watched in fascination as the thick, whitish fluid 
splashed all over his belly and ran down towards his crotch, then he stuck his long, graceful fingers into it and 
smeared it around on his smooth lower body, utterly lost in reverie. 

Joe kept muttering swear words while he tried to catch his breath, softening dick and emptied balls still in his 
hands as if they'd drop to the floor if he let go. His hooded eyes were still roaming over Sav's body. 
Eventually, he flopped down on the bed beside Sav like a sack of potatoes with an exaggerated groan. Sav 
cackled when he bounced off the mattress a little from the impact. 


They turned their faces towards each other and smiled, their bodies glowing from the heat and shining from 


sweat and other bodily fluids. 

"What are you doing to me, Sav?" 

Joe's voice was low and raspy, and it was clear that it was a rhetorical question. Sav blushed at these words, 
despite the fact that he had been anything but bashful just a few moments ago. He felt the urge to touch 
Joe's face, but refrained from it when he became aware that his fingers were full of Joe's spunk. So he simply 
lifted his head and gave Joe a soft peck on the lips. 

"I think I'll have to pay the shower a second visit tonight,” he stated with a grin as he held up his hands. 

Joe chuckled and propped himself on one elbow, inspecting Sav's lower body yet again 


"| wish there was room for two in the shower, but I'm afraid that's not the case." 


“Shall we join the lads after we've showered?" 


"Ask me that later," Joe replied with what qualified as a pout. Sav was pretty sure that he already knew what 


the answer was going to be. 


